KALEIDOSCOPE  ONE

Suddenly the thought of that female pursuing her
flashed through her mind, and she added:

"Quick!  Quick!  Drive as quickly as you can."
During the drive she came to realize how profoundly
the meeting had agitated her.  Her hands were stiff and
cold; they looked like dead things hanging from her
wrists; then a shiver ran down her back, and she shook
all over. There was a choking sensation in her throat, a
bitter taste in her mouth, clammy perspiration on her
brow; she felt sickened.   She wanted to scream or to
strike out with her fists in order to rid herself of the hor-
rible memory. But it stuck like a fish-hook in her brain.
Oh, that dreadful face, distorted and jeering, the com-
monness, the vulgarity of it, the onion-laden breath so
frequent among working-class women, that shapeless
mouth which had spoken the coarse words, and the red-
dened hands raised threateningly. . . .   Nauseated and
miserable, she jolted up and down while the taximan
pressed the accelerator. She was about to ask him to drive
a trifle slower when she remembered having given most
of her cash to the blackmailer. Had she enough where-
with to pay? Yes, thank goodness!   But her available
money would not suffice to take her so far as the station.
She called to the driver to pull up, and astonished him
by springing out and dismissing him. She would have to
walk home.   The neighbourhood where the man had
deposited her was unknown to her, and the shops and
passers-by with their rough speech distressed her un-
speakably.    Her knees still trembled with her recent
panic, so that she found it difficult to walk. Still, she had
to get home somehow. Summoning her flagging energies
to the rescue, she crept along from street to street, walk-
ing slowly and heavily as if she were wading through
snow.  At last she reached her house, and was about to
rush up the steps when she remembered that undue
haste would arouse suspicion.